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Far off thou art, but ever nigh;

I have thee still, and I rejoice;

I prosper, circled with thy voice;
I shall not lose thee tho' I die.
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0 LIVING will that shalt endure

When all that seems shall suffer shock,

Rise in the spiritual rock,
Flow thro' our deeds and make them pure,

That we may lift from out of dust
A voice as unto him that hears,
A cry above the conquer'd years

To one that with us works, and trust

With faith that comes of self-control
The truths that never can be proved
Until we close with all we loved,

And all we flow from, soul in soul.

0 TBUE and tried, so well and long,
Demand not thou a marriage lay ;
In that it is thy marriage day
Is music more than any song.
Nor have I felt so much of bliss
Since first he told me that he loved
A daughter of our house; nor proved
Since that dark day a day like this;
Tho' I since then have numbered o'er
Some thrice three years: they went and came,
Remade the blood and changed the frame,
And yet is love not less, but more;
No longer caring to embalm
In dying songs a dead regret,
But like a statue solid-set,
And moulded in colossal calm.